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JNTERNATIONAL PRESS ASSOCIATION.
CHAPTER XVL

A MIDNIGHT VISIUTOR,

OW all this time,
while the tragl-com-
edy was beilng
played In these
three suburban vil-
lag, while on & com-
monplace stage love
anid  humor and
Hghts aml ghadows
were g0 swiftly gue-
copding each other,
and while thesge
three Tamlilies,
drifted together by fate, were shaping
each other's destinies and working out
in thelr own fashlon the strange, Intri-
cate ends of human Hfe, there were
human eyes which watched over every
stage of the performance, and which
were Keenly oritical of every actar on
it. Actoss the rodd heyond the green
palings wnd the eloge-cropped lawn, be-
hind the ecurtains of their creeper-
framed windows, sat two old ladles,
Miss Bortha and Miss Monlea Williams,
lonking out as from a private box at all

that was belng ennoted hefore them,
The growing friendship of the three
families, the engagement of Haorold

Denver with Qlarn Walker, the engage-
ment of Charles Westmacott with' her
slster, the dangerous fascinution which
the widow exerclsed over the Doclor;
the preposterous behavior of the
Walker girls and the unhappiness
which they had caused thelr father, not
one of these incldents oscaped the
notice of the two malden ladies, Bertha
the younger had a smile or a sigh for
the lovers, Monica the elder a frown or
a shrug for the elders, Every nlght
they talked over what they had seen,
and thelr own dull, uneventful life took
a warmth and a coloring from thelr
nelghbors ug o blank wall reflects a
beacon fire,

And now it was destined that they
should experience the one kedn sensa-
tion of thelr later years, the ong mem-
orable Inellent from which all Tuture in-
cldents should be dated,

It was on the very night which gte-
coedéd the events which have just hean
narvated, when suddenly into Monich
Wilams' headd, as shie togsed upon her
sleepless bed, there shot o thought
which made her sit up with a thrill wnd
a-gasp

“Hertha,” sald she, plucking at the
shoulder of her sister, I have left th
front window open.’”

“No, Monlea, surely not.” Bertha sot
up also, and thrilled In sympathy.

1 oam sure of 1t You remember 1 had
forgotten to witter the potd, and then |
opened the window, and Jnne called me
about the jam, and 1 have never been
in the rosm sinece

“oodd graclous, Monlea, It 18 o merey
that we have not besn murdered In our
beds, There was a house broken into
at Porest Hill last week, Shall we go
down and shut ft?"

ST dnre not go down alone, dear, but
If you will come with me, Ful on your
slippers dand dressing gown, We do not
need a eandle, Now, Bertha, we will
go down together.

Pwo  little  white patehes  moved
vaguely through the darkness, the
stalrs ereaked, the door whined, and

they were at the front room window.
Monlca cloged it gently down, and
tastened the snib,

“What @ beautiful moon!™ sald she,
looking out. "*We can see as clearly us
it it were day. How peaceful and qulet
the {hrée houses are pver yonder! It
seems quite sad to see that "To Let' card
upon number one, Trwonder how nums-
her two will ke thelr golng, For my
part I eould better spiare that dreadful
woman at number thrég with her short
skirts and her spake, But, oh, Bertha,
look! look!! look!!!"” Her volee had fal-
len suddenly to a guivering whisper and
ghe was polnting to the Westmacotts'
house. Her sister gave a4 gasp of hor-
ror. and stood with a cluteh at Monica's
arm, staring In the same direction.

There was a Hght in the front room,
a slight, wavering light such as would
be given by a small eandle or taper.
The blind was down, but the lght
shone dimly through. Outside in the
garden, with hig figure outlined against
the luminous square, there stond o man,
his back to the roid, his two hands upon
the window ledge, and his body rather
bent as though he were trying to peep
in past the blind, So absolutely still
and motlonless was he that in spite of
the moon they might well have over-
looked him were it not for that tell-tale
lght hehind.

“(ipod heaven!" gasped Hertha, "It is
a burglar."

But her sister 8ot her mouth grimly
and shonk her head. *“We shall see”
ghe whigpered, “It may be something
worse."

Swiftly and furtively the man stood
guddenly erect, and began to push the
window slowly up. Then he put one
knee upon the sash, glanced round to
see that all was safe, and climbed over

| the reacie,
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Into the room. As he did so he had to

push the Hlind aside. Then the two
Spectators saw where the light came

from. Mrs. Westmavott was standing,
a8 rigid ns a statue, In the center of
the room, with a lighted taper in her
right hand, For an instarnt they caught
a glimpse of her gt
white collar. Then the blind fell back
intp position, and the two figures disap-
peardd from thelr view

“Oh, that

érn face and her

dreadful woman!”
Maniea. “That dreadful, dr

an! She was wialting f
it with vour

viful wom-
him. You saw

% own eyes, sister Berthat”
Hush, dear, hush and listen!” said
her more churitable companion. They

pushed thalr own window Up omee mors,
ani watchod from behind the curtnins,

For a long time all w
the house

less as

18 sllent within
The Hght still stood motion-
thowgh Mirs. Waestm
malned rigldly in the one position, while
from time to time 0 shadow passed in
front of jt to show that her midnight
visitor was pacing up amd down in
front of her. Opee they gaw his outline
elearly, with his hands outstretehed as
it in appeal or entrenty, Then suddenly
there was a dull sound, a ery, the nolse
of a fall, the taper was extinguished,
and a diurk Gegre fled o the moonlight
rushed aurdon, and vanishe
amid the shrubs at the farther siide.
Then only 41l the two old ladles un-

aeett re-

1eross (i

derstand that they had looked on whilst
notragedy had been enncted,  “Help!
they eried, and “Help!" in their high,

thin voiees, tmldly at first,
ing volume as they went «
Wilderne I

but gather-
i, untll the

1 with their shrieks.

Lights shone in all the windowa AP
site, chalng rattled, bhars were nnshot,
doors opened, and our rushed friends to

Harald, with a s#tlek: the
Admiral, with his swaord, his grev heal
and bare fest protruding from elfher
end of 0 long brawn ulster: finally, Doe-
tor Walker, with o paker, all van to the
help of the Westmaeotte.  Thely door
had wirendy opensl, and  they
crowded tumultiously lato the froni
raomn.

Charles Westmaeatt, white to Hig lips,
was kneeling on the floor, supporting
his nunt's head upon his knee, She lay
outstretehed, dressed In her ordinars
clothes: the oxtinguished taper still
graspediin her hand, no mark or wounid
upon hor—pale, plaold and senseloss

“Thank God you are eome, Doctop'
salll Charles, looking up. “ Do tell me
how she s, and what T shonld deg."

Daoetior Wik,

héen

r knesled beside her, and

phssed his Left hand over her head,
while he preaspod her pulse with the
right,

“R|he has had a teprrilbile blow," said
e, Tt mugt have beon with some Wlunt
weapon:  Here {8 the place behind the
ear, Iur she g a woman of extrader-
Minary physical powers. Her pulse 2
full' and slow, There s nastector, It is

my belef that she I8 merely stunned,
and thnt she is in no dnnger at all*

“Thank God for that!”

“We must et hor tn bed, We shall
earry horagpgtales, and then I shall send
my girls in to her.  But who has done
this?"

"Some robber” =ald Charles, "You
see that the window s open. She must
have Keard him and come down, for she
was alwayve perfectly fearless, T wish
to goodness she had called me."

“But she was dressed,™

“Sometimes she sita up very Inte”

“T dld gir up very Iate,” sald a' volee,
She had opened her eyes, and was blink-
ing at them In the lamplight, A villain
came in through the window and struck
me with a life preserver. Youcan tell
the pollee so when they come,  Alzo thit
It was a little fat man. Now, Charles,
glve me your arm and T shall go up-
stajrs.”

But her gpirlt was grvater than her
strength, for, as she stuggercd to her
feot, her head swam roumd, and she
woulid have fallen again had her nephew
not thrown his arms around her, They
carrled her upstalrs among them and
1ald her upon the bed, where the Doctor
watched beslde her, while Charles went

off to the poliee-station, and the Den-
vers mounted guard over the frightened
malds,

CHAT'TER XVII,

IN I'ORT AT LAST.

AY had broken be-
fore the several den-
{zeng of the Wilder-

ness  had all  re-
turned Lo thel
homes, the polics

finished  thelr  in-
quliries, and all
gome back o ita
normal guiet.  Mrs,
Westmacott hal
heen  left
peacetully
small ehloral draught o steady her
nerves and a handkerehief sonked in
arnica bound round’ het head. U was
with some surprise, therefors, that the
Admiral received o note from her about
ten o'clock, asking him to be gaoml
encough to step in to her, Me hurried in;
fearing that she might have taken gome
turn for the worse, but he was reagsureil
to find her gitting up In bed, with Clara
and Ida Walker in attendance upon
her, She had removed the handker-
ehief, and had put on a Ittle cap with
pink ribbons, and n maroon dressing-
jacket, daintily fulled at the neck and
gleevis.

“My dear friend,” sald she as he en-

sleeping

with a

erled |

| tered, “I wish to make a last few re-
: marks to you. No, no,” she continued,
];nu_:miu:, as she saw a look of dismay
upon his face. “1 shall not dream of
dving for at least another thirly yvenrs
A woman should be ashumoed
for: venty. I wish, Ciwn. that
vou wonld ask yvour father 1o s
And you, Ida, jusi
ettes, nnd open me
| Now
Doctor joined thelr parts 1 don

» she [a s&

then.," =he continued, as the

know what 1 ought to say Lo you, Ad-
miral. You want some very pladn
speaking to.”

| " ‘Pon my word, ma‘am, [ don't know
| what you are talking about.”

“The idea of you at your nge talking
of polng to sen, and leaving that dear,
patient Hitle wife of yours at home, who
has seen nothing of you all her life!l It's
all vary well for you, You have the llfe,
and the change, and the excltement
but you don't think of her eating her
heart out in a drepry London lodging
You men are all the same”

(710 NE CONTINUED, )

BARBER-SHOP LITERATURE.

College Professor Complains  of the
“sporty” Style of Newspaper.

“Why is it,” asked a mild-mannered
college professor of a friend by whosa
gide he gat walting for his turn (n @
barber-shop—"why is it that barber-
shops, of every grade and In every lo-
eality, always provide for the delecta-
tion of their patrons the most lurld of
'sporty’ publications? 1 don’t look
like a sport, do 17" And the friend
looked him over, and with a droop of

|

the corners of his mouth and an aleva- |

tion of his evebrows agreed
| didn’t. “Yaot,” continted the professor,
“whenever [ sit down in a barber's
chair the barber immedintely thrusts
into my hands a
rience. or some lesa highly colored but
more openly indecent illustrated abom-
inatlon,
have n stray copy of o daily newspaper
Iving around, but I have yet to find a
harber-shop where ‘sporty’ papers are
not the chief literary entortainment
provided for patrons with which to he-
gulle the tedious waits for a chance at
the chatr, Is there any reason for it
or is it just a trade custom for barbers
to subscribe for such
when they open their business, just as

glivet of

Some few hotel barber-gshops

they order soap and shaving papers? |
Is it that all the thousands of mild-

thit he !

pink pri-|

publications |

|

mannered, every-day citizens who are,

not ‘sports’ shave themselves, and
there {8 therefore no nead of catering (o
the literary taste of the
tomer of that kind? But if, as I imag-
ine is the case, the barber's customers
are men of all and calibers,
why don't the barbers provide some-
thing to balance the spectacular effect,
nt least, of the ‘sporty’ papers that
stare at one from every chair? A copy
of some good monthily magazine would
not cost as muech as a sporting weekly,
for instance, and
trent for dozets of eustomers, wheps
the superfluity of pictorinl nboming-
tions are really offensive. But I didn’t
intend to suggest how a barber should
run his busginess, |
[ voice my wonder as to just why barber
shops and lurid ‘sporty’ papers should
always have to be associated together
in one's impressions. Can you think
of one without thinking of the other?"

casual cus-

clnsaes

would be really a

‘ The Originn of an Old Saying.

It is a enrious hit of literary exercise
to take a common saving and trace It
back to its origin. Take the common

saving, for instance, “All that glitters |

is not gold.” It is found in current
literature evervwlere and in a dozen
different forms.
ns they say, that glitters is not gold;"”
Spenser says, “Gold all is not that doth
golden seem;'" Lydgate has the same
idea in the words, *Allis not gold that
outward showeth Uright:" Chaucer ex-
presses it in somewhat different phras-
eology; Middleton has it, “All is not
gold that glisteneth,'” and Shakespeare
save, “All that glistens is not gold.” Go
a little further back and the same ex-
presgsion 1s found in the monkish col-
lection of proverbs, and there is no
doubt if a classical gcholar were to get
to work with the determination to hunt
| the proverb down, no matter how long
| it took, he would find it in Latin, Greek
and most other ancient and dead lan-
guages, It Is a natursl outgrowth of
sarcasm as applied to fictitious show
| and is no doubt as old-as the sclence
of metal working.

The Clock Trade 1w Rushing,

The manufacturers of clocks have not
been so husy a' any time during several
The fac-

tories devoted to the production of sil-
ver plated ware are running full time,
with layse corplements of operatives;
the wateh manufacturers have this year
given their hands shorter vacations
than usual, and are incredsing their al-
ready large forces; the jewelry manu-
facturers of Providence, New York,
Newark and other centres are running
their factories to their ntmost capacity;
the importers of art goods, pottery and
Lrie-a-brac  are oxtensive
shipments of goods; mukers of eul glass
are producing many new piatterns anid
are working every frame in their
plants, Thus the antivipation of &4
golden shower during the fall season
ig evident throughout the manufactur-
ing branches of our industry, and that
the manufacturers will not he disap-
! pointed all signs indicate,

yvears as they are at present,

receiving

only started to|

|

1

|
.'
1

|

|
|
|
l

Dryden renders it, “All 1

FARMINGTON, -

MORCAN & HAMILION,

Qontractors, Builders,
Qabinet [T\akers

AND UNDERTAKERS.

NEW MEXICO.

oSl Cly Brewing Associaion.

Manufacturers of

Pure, Wholesome, Home Brewed Beer, and
the only Pure lce in'the market,

Dursngs, - - Colvads

HUTIRUL How

To all wishing to buy GRAND MESA LANDS,

under ditch, with ample stock therein for irri-

gation, just north of Farmington, N. M., | will
sell any size block, from one to eighty acres,
cheap, on easy terms.

Very Choice Lots for Sale

just north of the public school
building, to sell, a 40-acre traoct,
two miles from town, and an 80-
acre tract with a 2-room house,
cellar and small orchard, also a
10-acre tract of good land, well
situated on the county road.

Any of these pieces of property is close enough to the publie

school for children to attend.

For further information apply to owner,
HUGH GRIFFIN
¢ s o O 50

V. R. N. Greaves, Agent
Farmington, N. M.

" w SaysBridaet Well, I piver See
’??75 loike iqpall me blissd loife,
[f Micky iver marries me
It5 DENVER BEST pell buy bis woifel




